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'Dreams are doubtless very singular.3

1 They come from Heaven. I could tell yon stories of
dreams that would indeed surprise you.'

'Tell me.'

i When I was about to pass the Alps------but really it is

LOO serious a narrative for such a place. Do you know the
villa of the Temple on the Brenta ?'

' Assuredly/ for it is my own.'

' Tour own!    Then you are indeed mine.'

' What can you mean ? '

1 The temple, the temple !------'

4 And did you write upon tbe wall?'

' Who else ? Who else ? But why I wrote, that I would
tell you.'

' Let us walk to the end of these rooms. There is a ter-
race, where we shall be less disturbed.'

' And where we have been long expected.'

'Ah!'

OHAPTEE XI.

' IT is wonderful, most wonderful!' and she leant down, and
plucked a flower.

' I wish I were that flower!' I said.

'It resembles me more than you, Contarmi,' and she
threw it away.

41 see no resemblance.'

' It is lost.'

[ picked it up, and placed it near my heart.

e It is found,' I replied, 'and cherished.'

'We are melancholy,' said Alceste, ' and yet we are not
happy. Your philosophy, is it quite correct ?'

' I am happy, and you should resemble me, because I
wish it.'